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En Route 
The music entered me .... Slowly. 
In the dirty basement, 
the band prepares, tapping on the 
drums and quietly strumming cords. 
Then, a pause. 
Everything is silent for a moment. 
1l1en, I hear, "one, two, three, four" 
And it starts. 
A delicate touch to my throat, 
sending a vibration to my eyes, 
blinking, forcing visions to appear, 
turning the blackness into flickers of 
reds, whites, and metallics. 
Traveling further to my lips, tingling, 
as it fills every crevice, every line, 
better than an application of 
Carmex in mid-winter. 
Down to my hands, 
fists clenched 
in preparation for the impact, 
then, 
they loosen. 
Riding from one knuckle to the next, 
making its way to each chewed fingernail, 
consoling and repairing the damage. 
Making its way to my stomach, 
rolling around, sending the feeling 
offerris wheel dips to every cavity. 
With safe passage through my legs, 
playfully circling around each knee eap, 
it hits my heels. 
My toes curl as it dances 
Around each one individually, 
so softly, randomly, touching down, 
purring at each little toe. 
And as mysteriously as it entered, 
it exits, 
But I now know, 
I felt the music. 
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